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fashion. Eight dainty henna-stained fingers appeared*
gripping tie top of the fence. There was a scraping
noise. He saw a pink cotton sunbonnet, and under
that a low dark forehead, and a pair of large black,
curious eyes.
" Oh! " said a voice in surprise.     The head dis-
appeared.
-   Half a minute had passed before it appeared again.
" I've just obtained a box to stand on," said the
young woman. " You want? "
The smiling Archibald lifted his hat with a flourish
and bowed low.
"I'm young Mr Podd of Borneo," he introduced
himself.
" That may be/' said the young woman, smiling.
" But you've come for something?"
"Do not you know me?" aslked Archibald, a look
of amazement on his face. " Has not your father told
you about me?"
"My father?"                                     j*
"You are Miss Ryan, are not you?'^sked the
young clerk; auAfhen, remembering-jns manners, he
bowed again, and said:"^Have Fnoc the honour and
extreme pleasure of addressing Miss Ryan?"
" You are a polite youth," said the young lady. If
Archibald was any judge, her voice sounded
admiring.
" Who would not be so, dear-r lady? " he exclaimed,
daringly.
" Miss Nelly Ryan," she said, looking at him.
" But there is only one of you?" ventured Archi-
bald.